My Macbeth, Our War 


Pretended not to see their 
pouring blood on my hands. 


And for mine honor now insist 
they wash it off! They just rave on: 


Chaos is good, as is gore. In ratholes, 
depend on believers for ideas 


trump death and talk of death! And how 
multitudinous seas incarnadine 
carry all of us towards ripping shoals. 


